CHAPTER III
THE AGITATOR
" I am an agitator.   My work has consisted of trying to stir up a
divine discontent with wrong."
Keir Hardie, at the Albert Hall, London, 1908.
ALL agitators, all who have tried to awake in the
human spirit anger against injustice, the hope
of a larger life, have earned the ill will of their
kind. Some have been crucified, some burned
in the fire, some driven to despair - all have
been held up to obloquy. Even those who have
survived, outworn their detractors, accomplished
their tasks, have born marks of the experience,
have carried about with them mournful memories.
Keir Hardie was not by nature sad or solitary.
When he recalled early memories, he would say
that those of his boyhood and young manhood
were gloomy. " Under no circumstances, given
freedom of choice, would I live that part of my
life over again." Not till he knew " the main
secret of human ejdstence - that he who would
find his life must lose it for others " - could he
perceive any real meaning in it. Yet it is on
record that he was a cheerful youth in spite
of hardships and bitter recollections, that he sang
and danced, even played the flute and concertina.
All through his life he liked to join in a Highland
reel and the singing of Scottish songs. He enjoyed
a joke. He was happy in his home, devoted and
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